
light BhirJng through might reveal the writ-- J
ing. As she made these preparations she fn--

gan to think she at least had none. She be-
gan to be concerned about her state of mind.'
She was (growing-worse- - and- worse. She
must in aome way put an end to. this situa

WalfwonfoJffi
ter. 44 No offense, sir, but if I'd seen you
drop that letter In, tb ,hn wihr font pirn
fcaU 1 should hAVe'iijstoesfc viirfta 'lblTjrt ydu. The la rfalftsythd amia of
laUor lekal evidencOffclU HeiMM.--wo&wrmaK- e

a pretty mess if a man after
plaiting a letter could get it back again.

sir. You see I'm busy. Good-diffr- n

and the Postmaster, tilting forward
.vii i

"
. ' 'u'-- nr." M M

;

Admiral Fit-an- y, In England, and .thai
begun In thiu f country by ftt Jfeited
States Sigial Corps, under the control
of the late Gen. Myer. Both of these
have made their basis of ; the . Simple
principle that weather always has a hi- -t

ry ; taat it means conditions that pass '
from one region to another by certain
laws of movement and at aoertaln rata.
This general fact was lone ' t recog-
nized by meteorologists, bat It was not
until the telegraph enabled knowledge
to outstrip the ttorms that it was possi-
ble to make an use of it in . foretelling
the weather. By the admirable labors
of the United States Signal Service this
method of announcing the-weath- that
is journeying towards any locality baa
been brought to a high point of per-
fection, bat it has . not ..to , any
extent helped as to foretell the creation
of weather. When a weather area forma
in the far West, it is now traced as
clearly as the path, of an. Army, until it
passes away. Sometimes, the state of
the barometer will tell something about
storms that have not yet gathered them-
selves for their eastward march, but be-
yond this there hare as yet been no
means of foreseeing. . The weather Bu-

reau is of no more use than A - rrpund-ho- g

or a goose-bon- e for telling as
whether our coming' spring or summer
is to be warm or cold, rainy or dry; la
this the end of our advance P Cad we
hope to do no mare than take the storms
we find afloat, and. trace .them on their
courses ; or can we' hope to lok,., behind
them to the cohditi6hif Of their origin so
clearly that we can foretell their time
and place of working ?J.Uanti6 Menthlt.

, ,
Elghteeal , ,

At eighteen the true narrative of life
is yet to be commenced. . Before, that
time we sit listening to a tale a mar-
velous fictiondelightful sometimes and
sad sometimes; always unreal. ' Before
that time our world is heroic its inhab-
itants half divine or semi-demo- n its
scenes are dream scenes ; darker woods
and stranger hills, brighter skies, more
dangerous waters, sweeter flowers, more
tempting fruits, wider plains, drearier
deserts, sunnier fields than are found in
nature overspread our enchanted globe.
What a moon we gaze on before that
time! How the trembling of our hearts
at her aspect bears witness to its unut-
terable beauty! As to our sun, it is a
burning heaven the world of gods At
that time at eighteen, drawing near
the confines of Illusive, "void dreams,
Elf land lies before us, the shores of re-

ality rise in front. These shores are yet
distinct ; they look so bloeK soft, gentle,
we long to reach them. In sunshino we
see a greenness beneath the azure as of
spring meadows ; . we catch glimpses of
silver lines and imagine the roll of living
waters. Could we but reach this land
we think to hunger and thirst no mere;
whereas, many a wilderness, and often
the flood of death or some stream of
sorrow, as cold and almost as black as
death, is to be crossed ere true bliss can
be tasted. ' Every joy that life gives
must be earned ere it is secured ; and how
hardly earned those only know who hare
wrestled for great prizes. The heart's
blood must grace, with red beads the
brow of the combatants before 'the
wreath of victory rustles over it. At
eighteen we are not aware of this.
Hope, when she smiles on us and
promises happiness w, fa im-

plicitly believed:' Love, when he comes
wandering like a lost angel at our doof,
is at once admitted, welcomed, .em-

braced; bis quiver is not seen: if the
arrows penetrate, their wouuU is' like a
thrill of . new life;; there are no fears of
poison, none, of the 1 barb which no
leech's hand ,can extract; that perilous
passion no ' agony ever in some pf its
phase, with many, one agony through-
out is believed to be' an' unqualified
good. In - short, at eighteen the school
of experience is to be entered, and' ber
humble, crashing grinding, but parity
log and y invigorating lessons, are yet to
be learned. Alas., experience 1,,, No
other mentor bas so waited' and frozen
a face ' as yOurs ; '. none wears a robe so
black, none bears a rod so heavy; none
with a hand so 'inexorable draws the
novice so sternly to his , taakand forces
him wjth an authority so resistless to its
acquirements. It is by your instruc-
tions alone that man or woman can ever
find a safe track through life's wilds
without it, how they stumble, how they
stray; on what forbidden ground do
they intrude; down what dread declivi-
ties are they hurled!

It.!
How a Yeans; Lady Won $5,006. ;

Bot here comes one of my .favorites,
writes the Boston correspondent of the
San Francisco Bulletin. Iaat she fine-looki-ng

P . NoP Well, listen whUe I tell
ou her story, and learn why I like berJooks. Some years ago, a man who had

more money than good reputation, ad-

vertised that he . would give . $3,000 to
any respectable white woman who
would walk unveiled from the Adams
House entrance down Washington Street;
with him, at an' hour when all the
fashionables were promenading. For
weeks that offer remained untaken, fir
his reputation was such that no respect,
able woman would be seen .with him.
and the advertisement had said ' that
"none ethers need apply." Finally, this
woman Who has just passed us agreed to
bis terms and to join him .at. the ap-
pointed place and time. When the hour
came, Mr. was on hand. " Soon a
carriage drove up with the lady. - It bad
been noised abroad that the offer had
been taken up, and quite a crowd bad
fathered to see him pay bis f5,000. He

alight,' offered her his arm;
walked a few steps with her, when she
removed her veil at his request and re-
vealed to his gaze a face as black as
night. "You , have deceived roe," he
said; "this is not fair." 4I am not a
negro, " she replied, and to prove it she
pulled off her gloves and showed a pair
of hands as white as yours ate this min-
ute. ,The man turned toward the car-
riage, paid her the $5,000 and she drove
off, leaving, him to the laughter and
hoots of the amused Crowd of bystand-
ers. It turned at afterward that the
girl was very poor, and that sir had. a
magnificent voice that she could not
cultivate for want of money, and this is
the way she 'overcame that obstacle.
She went to Europe and kindled five
years and has returned one of our nvwt
brilliant singer. .Toucan tell from ber
proud bearing and refined appearance
thrs she is just the sort of woman to do
such a thing with dignity, and come oat
none the worse for U either.

., GEIfEBlL., ,. ,

The 44 Canadian lope" is the latest
agony in dancing.: , . ,

Mrs. , Cvkus Chapman, of Ledyard.'
Conn., eloped, with & boy 16 years of
age.

, . , .......... , ,
-

A touno lady of Boston became in-
sane because she could not afford to
wear real lace on her clothes. ' '

Italian army officers are now exer-
cised in the practical running of railroad
trains, so that in time of war they may
know all about moving troops by rail.

! A rotrxa lady of Portland, Mft-- i was
insulted on the street by a rough. She
seized him by the collar,' took him to
the police station and made a complaint
against bim.; ;.;.' t

" A cask is puzzling the doctors at Buf-
falo. , Some time ago a man fell into a
well and forced into his abdomen a
large piece . of wood,' which came out
near his shoulder. Nevertheless he is
now recovering rapidly.

Mas.' Harkixt Hawicxb,- - of Provi-
dence, R. I., recently started for Sagi-
naw, Mioh., to rejoin her husband, from
whom she has been separated twenty-fou- r

years.
'

They were living in Wor-
cester, and the husband left to seek a
place to establish himself in business, fin-
ally settling in Saginaw. The letters
that he wrote to his wife were intercept-
ed, and finally after some years each be-
lieved the other dead, ana it Was only
by accident that Mrs. Hawker discov-
ered that her husband was still alive, j

While an English man-of-wa- r, the
Wild Swan, was cruising lately off Mo-
zambique, a slave dhow was sighted and
overtaken. In transferring the slaves
to the man-of-wa- r, a slave boy fell over-
board. One of his legs was immediate-
ly bitten off below the knee by a shark,
and then the other. A sailor from the
man-of-w- ar seeing him,' jumped to his
rescue, armed only with his sheathing
knife, and succeeded not only in rescu-
ing the boy from further harm, but in
escaping unhurt. .

Wiliam B. Barbinotow, of San
Francisco, was possessed by a desire to
take life. He went before the Lunacy
Commissioners and asked to be sent to
an asylum ; but they decided that his
mental trouble, if he had any, was
brought on by drink, and refused to in-
carcerate him. He declared that he had
murder in his heart, and some day would
be unable to resist it. One evening he
was drinking amicably at a bar with an
intimate friend. Without warning, be
drew a revolver and killed his compan-
ion. 44I couldn't help it," he said ; 4I
had to take somebody's life."

A romantic relic of Cowpens battle
was shown by Mr. William J. Randolph
at King's Mountain during the centen-
nial observance.. The relic is a plain
22-car- at gold ring, which was found on
the Cowpens battle-fiel- d in 1821. The
inscription roads : 44This and ye giver is
yours forever, 1722." It was presented
to a British officer by his sweetheart be-
fore his departure with Lord Cornwallis
for America. The officer, who was
killed at the Cowpens, also wore but-
tons of 20-car- at gold on his uniform,
and some of the buttons are still owned
in the Carolinas. One was presented to
Gen. Lafayette in 1826, and others were
sent to England, the coat-oi-ar- on
them revealing the family to whom they
belonged.

At Parkersburg, W. Va., the other
day. some children, in a spirit , of mis-
chief ran after and caught one of the
pigs of a litter, and carried it squealing
through the gate into the yard. The old
sow became fearfully enraged, ,. and.
rushing into the gate, seized the first
boy she came across, and, throwing him
down, caught him by the top of his head
with her tusks and carried him scream-
ing into the street, where she would
have torn him to pieces, in a very short
time, but for the neighbors, who ran to
his assistance, and with great difficulty
succeeded in getting him out of the reach
of the animal. He was carried .home
and a physician summoned, when it was
ascertained that the brute had tore the
scalp almost entirely from the little fel-
low's head, and had inflicted other terri-
ble wounds on his body. i

Miss Norwood, an American ' mis-
sionary in China, describes bow the
44 golden lily," as the Chinese lady calls
her little foot, is formed. - When the
child has learned to walk the binding of
the feet begins. The bandages are two
inches wide and two yards long for the
first year and five yards long for subse-
quent years. During the first year the
pain is so intense that the sufferer, can
do nothing, and for about two years the
foot aches continually, and is the seat of
a pain which is like the pricking of
sharp needles. With continued rigor-
ous binding, the foot in two years be-

comes dead and ceases to ache, and the
whole leg, from the knee downward, be-
comes shrunk, so as to be little more
than skin and bone.

The Future ef Weather Foretelling.

In no other part of ber wide realm
has Science done so little for the good
of man or her own fame as in the de-

partment of meteorology. In the solid
earth hec prophecies nave long had a
high value, in the far-o-ff , heavens. her
empire is affirmed, but in the unstable
air between those two well-possess-

provinces there is a region that is not
yet subjugated. Around the border of
the domain of meteorology some gains
in the cause of law and order have in-

deed been made : we control the light-
ning, we are able to track a clearly de-

fined storm for days oa its path, and
can help the sailor to knowledge that
often enables him to escape its clutches
when it assails him on the deep sea ; but
as for foretelling the weather in any
proper sense, we have not yet attained
to it. . Is it attainable P . Can we hope to
compass the conditions of our, days so
that we may sow and reap, travel, feast,
or make war in weather of our choice?
This is, after all, . perhaps the most in-
teresting of the questions that the future
history of science must determine. But
though the perfect answer is not to be
given at present, there are some things
in the existing conditions of our science
that make us hopeful that we are but at
the beginning of the work : of weather
forecasting..

There have been twe distinct scien-
tific effort at weather foretelling, as
distinguished from the current survival
of the modes of thought of ancient ages
that are introduced in our ordinary
weather prophecies, that undertaken by

tineirelv moved, about on tintoeflj if she i
'wejra ajDurjtar.l I'M beating an.

I'almdstisuffQt-tJte'- Uer. As she held the let- -
bUrlagAnst mi gas-j- et she caugfit-- glimpse

of herself in the mirror and was bombed at.
the sight of her hard thievish eyes and white,
reckless face. "Oh how bad lam already 1"
the unhappy girl exclaimed. 4i. wiIrnot
doubt him. What will become Tne if I'
do?" and she threw herself on herface upon
her bed and lay with the letter pressed toner,
forehead sobbing and from time to-tim- e ex-
claiming in a husky voice "I will not I will
not," as if by sheer will power"sha were
trying to turn back the rising tideoBUspi-cio- n.

It was a hard struggle and a longone.wlth
many alternations of fortune. ; Now her ex-
cited fancy d a hundred dreadful might
bc'witttrobnMntsjt)! h herrid letter, bus- -

0t-jiaii- l& thekeiL before --watered
ef innocent beart. Then she would feel

that she could not ' 'stand it.", Shehould
not live unless she knew what ujn the
letter. A II the peace and happiness of her
life would be gone if these horrid - sngges-tton- s

wexs. to te evr haunting her.. J And
then her love would rise like a giant and
thrust out every foe and for! thjr otoment
hold the door against them, ana in a pas
sionate unreasoning trust she would press
the letter ta her lips. i

When at last she rose and washed her eyes,
she was quite calm. Sitting downshwrote
to Farrell as follows:

I was away last nisrht. and when I came
liome tnis morning i receiveu your cejegram
and theie tterto which I suppose it xeferred.
ogenifl: a iinaa tiisregaraea tne telegram

amdseiMltbe lflktefl should nerhapjfeelmore
at ease in my mind than I now do. But I did
not read it. I don't know but I had a right to
in spite of the telegram, and I would like you
to feel that I have done pretty well not to.
But I will trust you, FarreU, I do trust you;
if" f.t did not I don't know what would become
of me.

P. S. I hope you will duly consider your
next letter before sending it, and be . sure you
are willing to have me read it. j I do not like
this new way.
"TThePWefilffiqf observe" that the above
lplterr whBe Stating that the writer had re- -
graeu th proaitniion ei tne telegram bo iar
; nolLreaing; the letter was concerned,
oftirVto B6 ahy thing about burning it.
Therd wa.afgoo4 reason for the omission.
(iface. bad fiotr burned it. She had not read
k Shadld notmeattto, but she had kept

it. Her course was as if Eve, instead of eat
ing the apple, had put it in her pocket, that
is, of course, supposing that she had had
anv Docket.
--...Now FarrelL? as .may "be supposed, had
1 1 1 . 1 . .t. . . 1 nueen ueciueuiy uucasy na lu uio iuiihuci 111

which his telegram might be received by
Grace, and when he read her letter he was
mightily relieved. Some girls - would
have made such a fuss over such
a thing, for it must have , seemed
a little odd to her: they would
have made a rOvr, but Grace had only seemed
a little- - annoyed and quite good-nature- d

about it. To be sure, he noticed that she
omitted to mention having burned the let
ter. Probably though she had done so. He
would like to assure himself on this point.
but he felt that he had rather imposed on
her already and was hardly in a position to
holdiier to a strict account. Accordingly
when he wrote in reply he said . nothing
about the matter of the burning,, and in-
deed barely alluded to the missent letter.
He paid that he had made a very laughably
stupid blunder and was no end obliged to
her for not beinsr vexed at the trouble he
bad made her, and then without further1
words about the business passed on to., talk
love in such a fervid strain that it is no won- -'

der Grace forgot to criticise the suddenness
of the transition from explanation to protes-
tation. He had never written her such let-
ter before. Lucy came out as Grace sat
reading Kartell's letter the second time over.

" I suppose he explains all about that
mysterious' letter 5"' she said as shoaw the
hand-writin- g, and glanced sharply .into
Grace's face.

"I am perfectly satisfied," said Grace, and
assheraiacU herjjappy. jrlowing face to her
sfster&L ey could but conciuxie the expia- -
nation tuid been most unexsectediv com- -

.plete air didl&be evoc ailfAvard think of
doubting it. She said to herself, " He is
coming in a day or two, I will wait till I see
him, and then I will tell him how badly I
feel and he will explain it all." i

h a couple 01 uays iater neioia come, xor a
mere flying visit of a single evening. Grace
Wftsjugt, .enough afraid of-he- r big lover to
add an exquisite turiil to her love tor turn
Nevertheless she went down stairs to" the
parlor quite intending to broach the subject
of the letter at the first good opportunity she
round in tne course or tneir conversation
But there came no opportunity. She, was
very much in love, poor thing, and when
she entered the room and saw him standing
there, so big and so handsome, and saw his
eves rest on her so full of glad proud . jond
ness, she felt Just one spasm of shame for
all the suspicions she had cherished concern
int? hira. and thetf forgot them wholly for the
rest of the evening, giving herself quite up
to her happiness.

It wanted but a week of the wedding,
Durinar the ensuing days the bustle of prep
aration, the multitude of thinsrs that must he
done and must be thou eh t of. necessarily di
verted her mind; and then when, the day be-To- re

the great day, Farrell came and was so
handsome, so glad, now could
she help quite forgetting all else in a flutter
of pride and happiness? But when that
night, the night before the wedding, she was
at last alone in her room, then she was nearer
than ever to opening that dreadful let
ter. How could she, how could she, go
through the morrow's solemn lifelong con
seoration to her lover with this vague, un
formed, awful doubt of him hid in her
heart?. Nay. in justice to him if not to her
self she was bound .to clear her mind of it.
She had nd rigbt to come to him with that
between them. Never had the temptation
taken a guise so specious. She caught up
the letter 1U a nervous grasp. Half way she
tore th envelope in two. Then her strength
failed-- . She bad never done a mean thing in
her life, was this mean? Had she a right to
open the letter or not? Was it his or hers?
Her head was in a whirl. She cried but
dd o$ open the letter.

Next day came the wedding. It is treason
to as true a heart as every beat, but I must
own it, even when she was making the re
sponses to the minister she could not auite

Aie letter. , It was the grain of sand
under tneevena tnat couia not Dajoreottcn.
If she had been less in love with him. if she
had been ready to take a philosophical view
of the matter, snct to realize tnat ner lover,

? while? al SismfeiHciv.good fellow as men
lwfent was not perfect, no doubt she would
have forgotten it quite. But to that she
could not descend. She must love him

lips. " That letter oh, Farrell I Tell me
about that letter. Tell me the worst, that I
may forgive you."

Butfshe- - could not summon strength to
utter themi. , How could she let him know
at this late day that all along she had" sus
pected him? And then, too for sh-nu- st

also think of that though she felt she could
be happier after forgiving him the worst
thing than she was now, what 11 Je snouid
meet her Questions with the anger of guilt.
should falter and try to deceive her? Then
she would be worse off tban ever.HA.nd so
the "worm in the bud" gnawed at her
damask cheek, and her husband said lb her
after the first week of their honeymoon trip

"Grace, dear, we are traveling to fast.
You are not well. We will stay here

. ii tr But she Insisted that she was" weir and
would rather be moving,. , ,

Thev came home at last and set un house
keeping in the most charming of little
houses. Never was a more devoted. Jius- -
bfnd r. In spite of her happiness, more
unhappy avife. Perhaps her temperament
was rather morbid, it was one 01 those
which are only fitted for complete emotions.
They can net halve and quarter their-emo-"flAn-

nr ftnnanlA themselves with average.
'It seems scarcely fair to call them morbid
on that account, though 1 admit it cer
tainly is bard to see what business such peo-
ple bays in this imaerfect world. Grace be

tion. Tnat letter, now ma away in tne Dot-to- m

of her bureau drawer. was . withering
her away as if it had the maleficent power 01
a witch's candle. V '

- - one evening Farrell came home in an un-
usually affectionate frame of mind and un-
usual affection on the part of a six weeks'
bridegroom implies a good aeai. Alter oin-ne- r,

as they were sitting alone in their cosy
little parlor before the glowing grate fire, be
fell to talking, really in a very pretty way,
aboutTiow much she was to him, how by her
the pride-o- f all be did was doubled, and
how the thought of her was to him a hun
dred times a day like a draught of generous
wine, filling bis veins with fire and impart
ing a iresa zest lor all his duties; ana now
In short he did every way contritely own
himself the most undeservedly, greedily,
graspingly, happy man whom a woman ever
tempted to forest in herself the Supreme
Author of good. - - -

- xo ms amazement, sne interrupiea uus
pretty speech with a burst of tears, and,
thrusting away bis comforting arms, cried:

M Oh, f am a bad woman 1 I don't deserve
to make you happy. " ' ,

uiThen, while astonishment yet held bim
mute, she sprang up, crying, watt a min-
ute," and ran out of the room. He heard
her flying upstairs to their room ' and it was
not ten seconds before she came running
down again and entered the parlor with a
letter in her band. Her face was pale, wet
with tears and set with resolve. .

"I have been false to you, Farrell," she
exclaimed. "You remember that letter
you telegraphed me not to open but to burn.
I did not open it but I never burned it. I
kept It, 1 doubted you, Farrell. I am a
faithless bad wife. Can you ever forgive
me!"' and. throwing the letter upon the
burning coals In the grate, she cast nerseu
into her husband's arms and buried herface
upon his shoulder. .

I am not auite sure what it was that Far
rell exclaimed. I'm not positive that it was
not some ejaculation of vexation which it la
quite as well not to put on paper. But be-

fore the flames had more than browned the
letter, he bad sprung up, setting bis wife
rather unceremoniously on her feet, and
snatched it from the coals. He tore it open.

' ' 4 Look here, vou little eoose, " he ex
claimed, turning up the gas with the band
that held the letter while with the other he
caught the shrinking figure of his wife about
the waist. 4 ' Look here and see what it is."

"Oh no, no, "she said, "I don't want to
see it. I don't want to. I am ashamed
enough of mvself now."

"I'insist that you shall see it," he said.
She looked on as he spread out the con-

tents of the charred envelope that had been
wet with so many tears. It was a bill from
Robert Freeman, the steward of tb Club,
to Farrell Bainbridge, Esq. , for sundry bot-
tles of wine and other potables and kindred
vanities, with a check in liquidation of the
same inclosed.

44 You see," exclaimed Farrell, 4 'when I
was going to marry you I dropped the club,
and so bad no end of a bill to pay. You are
such a fearful little teetotaler that when I
found I had sent the bill to you I was in a
terrible state of mind. It might dish me
entirely. And so I telegraphed. And when
you didn't seem to mind it and didn't
speak of it, of course I wasn't going to speak
of it. And that's been the matter with you,
all this time 1 God bless my soul 1 You dar-
ling little goose 1"

Grace had never cried so much in her life
as she did with her face hid in her huband's
coat collar during the next hour or so, and
was pever so utterly happy. Edward Bel-- ,
lamy, in Good Company.

t. '

An Interesting Family Romance,

The happiest household in the city of
Louisville, says the Courier-Journa- l, is
that which nightly gathers about the
lamp-lig- ht at the residence of Mr. F. P.
Baron, the well-know- n stove merchant,
who lives on Green Street, near Wenzel.
Mr. Baron's estimable wife and her two
sisters, Mrs. Lizzie Cross, of Sacra-
mento, Cal., and Mrs. Ilettie Lowe, of
Iowa, are reunited after a separation of
nearly thirty years, under circumstances
so" romantic and unusual that few chap-
ters in fiction are as entertaining.-- , The
three ladies are of English parentage.
About forty years ago their father, Mr.
Joseph Towell, of London,' England,
accompanied by his wife and ' children,
sailed for Trinidad, one of the British
West India Islands. Mr. Powell was
wealthy, and ' had made purchases of
land in Trinidad from agents". The
children were small when the Voyage
began. It lasted four months in a sail--
5nr vfissp.L and eonsenuentlv thev can
still remember it. On rebelling Trin
idad, Mr. Powell discovered that it was
impossible for an unaccli mated foreigner
to live there. Disease was ravaging the
island, and, further, he discovered that
in the purchase of the land he had been
swindled out of a large sum. They did
not disembark, but came on to the
United States with the remainder of his
shattered fortune. He went to Peoria,
111., and settled there, investing all his
means in property. He was swindled
again, and, to crown the misfortunes of
the family, the father fell ill and died
four months after arriving. The family
were left almost penniless in a strange
land. Mrs. Powell pined away and died
of a broken heart, one month after her
husband's death. This great misfor
tune left four little girls and a boy at the
mercy of the world.' The oldest was
seven years old, who is now
Mrs. Baron. The children secured
homes with kindly ' people, and for
two or three years saw each other fre
quently, men came a separation.
Mrs. Baron remained in Illinois, Mrs.
Lowe went to Iowa, and Mrs. Cross to
California. The other brother and sis-

ter died soon afterward in Springfield,
111. The separation took place in 1852,
and Mrs. Cross, then a child of nine or
ten years, , accompanied her brother to
California, where the gold fever was
raging. They made the passage of the
plains in wagon trains, and were at
tacked by Indians, narrowly escaping
annihilation of the party, lier friends
went to the mines, and the little girl grew
up in the magic changes and romantio
surroundings of the gold mines. The
children lost sight of each other, but
did not forget. Years passed, and the
girls grew up to be intelligent and edu-
cated youngladies. They married, and
all married well. Then they began to
yearn for each other, and after many at-
tempts discovered where each other
Uvea, ' and a correspondence began.
With household duties and their chil
dren to occupy them, they could not
meet on account of the distance which
separated them. Last spring Mrs.
Cross's husband 'died, and sometime
ago she came East, stopping for some
months '. with ' . her Bister, , Mrs
Lowe, in Iowa. ' Then both cams to
Louisville, and several days ago the
three long-separat- ed sisters were reunit
ed, happily. . A happier group could not
well be imagined. -- They are all respect-
ed people, occupying high estimation
with their acquaintances. (There are
romantic threads underlying this brief
outline which deserve fuller- - relation,
and Mrs. Cross, it Is understood, is go-

ing to write the history of the eventful
lives ox the three sisters. ;

hi3liair.i diDBcd his oen in the ink and re
commenced writing, as oblivious of Farrell
&utofhatmoinent as if be were in Tartary.

That same afternoon, about two hoursTMrtt
m hl (afterward, allowing for the difference
in time, the bell rang at the front door 01 tne
residence, of Mr. Abel Harrison on one of
th4taest streets of a little city in the ancient
Stateof Connecticut. Mr. Ilarrison was at
bis business. Mrs. Harrison was out sbop-fffnf- 1

Miss Grace Hirtf ison was out of town
steyiag witbAidfoverffitt. r

servant, bringing her up the fateful yellow
mfeeifK. It was directed to Miss Grace Har-
rison, out in most families telegrams are con-
sidered cdminon property, and Lucy opened
it without hesitatioitftlfcwaa Jigoad vFarreil
BlbrfBge," and read as follows :

you nilDreceive a letter from me
was sent you by mistake. Please

burn without opening.
Miss Lifjy Harrison was extremely-devot-etfWe- r

sister. Her engagement had been
a gMM trial to her, not more on her own ac-
count than by reason of her anxiety on
Grace's behalf. She had been convinced
fram Ihe irst that Farisll wafhot thgthou- -
sanutn part gooa en ighjrfrbpftstetu
TnTfHas not that sh aavfoivtbJugect- -
ncMainsl: him. She would think the same
abouuinyjyoung man who had presumed to
clafrif ner parting little sister.

Lucy was however a discreet young worn-ai- v,

and not a word did she'breatejthat,
evening td her father or mother of thtr 1rere-gra- m.

Next morning at nine with the rest
QtHwmiiafl came a letter addressed in Far-refl- 's

hand to Grace, and wifli the post-mar- k

or nis1 city. An hour later Graceherseif
caflMflome. SfsmnBTmthe kisses an retKinrs, was BPitrflSwas
letter for he

pai l li . r n v.

"Vrace-fa- n iJastdr 9. ft'Mfi fte wal the teeter.
erernaa siie tno utht Mr naive so orettv!

as f since e$2av it r In 4tr lofer's band- -
writiiflt.' Lh
feer catchj it up, look fondly at it, and then
wjth a qutek gesture press it to her lips. She
looked around and saw her sister.

Tllt. trait. tii vnn ra In Invo T.nnir
MMd, blusifing aad gayly laughing? as she .

Degn.10 open tne letter.
ll Stop,": said Lucy, extending to her sister

the telegram in its yellow envelope. "This
came-Jo- r you yesterday, and that is no doubt
what it refers to. You'd better read it first.
I donftknew what to make of it."

Grace took the telegrann. and-res- d it. Then
she looked at the letter and read the telo
graUMtgain. .v..' r-- .
v 4f'(ffl nol t0 rea t'" sne sa' in a Puzz'ea
toheV"A mistake? Why what does he
merittf V"hy did he write it to me if he
doesn't want me to read it?" and she ed

Lucy out of violet eyerj:qund with
bewilderment, as if sne Were bo'und'to he

mystery. But the latter answered,
shrugging her shoulders.

"I'm 8ue I don't know. I don't pretend
to explain bucu a curious transaction. One
thinzs pretty plain though, Mr. Farrell
liainbrldge would never have stultified him-
self ty sending such an extraordinary tele-
gram unless he had some very strong reason
for 'desiring to prevent you from seeing what
is in that letter."

" Bu? how could he write me something
one' mftiute.and then the net be so anxious
to pcent ny reading it?" said Grace, ready
to cry With perplexity. ' 'That's not natur-
al. It'snotsibitlikeHarred.'i" mu ;jj

" Perhaps not," said Lucy. "You ought
to bJully acquainted with his character.
Youe known him the whole of six months,
;I believe;"' she could not refrain from this
sarcasm "1 suppose," she continued, "we
have ail of jus tnjipjagogd many letters J
wii rename naufvsiaen coeaa m jeopie, fnq,
haveacjit somas wiucb w itffuw.; had. torn
up-- 1 don'bprevclUKto hsbiddlMiii
perhapf Mr.' Bainbridge had an impulse of
imiiMifss i)iiu n imc vuu fuiuc lumn wuiuii
upott-sobe- r second thought, after the mail
"had gone oixt, he concluded he would rather
yuaJnof kpow.'i-- . jLs.rn.:1 'Uu,

L.ucy,"
exclamied lirace, now crying outrignt. it,
is as if there were two r arrells, one who
trusted me and one who didn't. Which of
themiwnytiover."'

$Grace.',' said her sister, "if I were en- -
irasratLto marrv a man and received a letter
.undfcjucH circumstances as these I should
readTt. i;ou can't ten wnat may be in itr
TheTwav'-b- something in it that will and
indeed tfught to make a difference in your
feeling? toward him. You must forgive me,
imy (Lirlingtlittle sister, if I talk plainly, but
iiierjs may be sometning m mat letter wnicn
if you knew it would make you .unwilling to
jnarrt'bim,"

"1Wjyi"
"uXiftiU may cry out as you please," said the

elder sister, compassionately but firmly,
' but your ownsnewil UeJlJyoujam rjghu,

You4e him, Duthowlitlle after all you
knoboutbim.'('3 ,j t

wnen. 00

recicd to you as the telegram. He sent it to
you ofjiis :own freewill, intending you to
re.iff ft? He chnngod his mind afterward, it
istrjieibutthat doesn't make it less your
!rigb.to read what he wr-t- e meaning it for
youreye. ir ne naa spotten 10 you insieau
ofHfWraig to you and said something which
he afterward asked you to ignore, you would
not feel bound to do so even if you could.
Xtt wouldlhave a right to whatever he had
once tojd you, however sorry he might be
afterwird that he had revealed it. That
woid&e just like this. He has told you
sonjetWng in this letter. He tells you in the
telegram to ignore it. The only, difference,;?
tnat,tnanKS to tne quickness olloc icitKijipa,
you have his first and second thoughts bef6re
vsuMMncfl. and you can choose which you
will' regard. I can't see that his second
tnought has any n)ore claim o&yqur resRect
thah-- s first tu?ht.j 2 r

"Oh. I caif t tfi fide nifn uf that way, Lifer,"
and think of him as if there were two of him

oh why did he do it? He has made me so
nnbaDDT. and I was so happy before."

Lucy, talked some time longer before sbV
left Grace; to herself, representing toiler
thaf the only course for a ng

young lady under the circumstances was
illtaf itw liirnt upon and act upon her riglff

to read a letter addressed to heTJOC. if sne
preferred out of consideration for tier dig
nitrw to read it. to return it to the sender
wira his former letters and a note briefly
sSbbmh that she agreed with him that sec- -
ond thoughts.'icese fest, and hesgfid himrfo
conSWWr their efcafcentat"aA efidj. --Brft
it a.asv enougrrTdT Lucy to talk; sherwas
not Ja love. Her words feu for the most
parton deaf ears, as Grace, with the letter
crunched in her little fist, nervously walked
tfteVMKn or stood hojdini ft before her, and.
fixedlv gazing at itwith tear-glaz- ed eyes
alnpStfBe, one distraught.- -

LbafwaS right. She had a right to know
wiKMUtswas; she would know. She seized
tnejetter, - she made as if she would have
tonfTrpen. Then crushing it still unopen-
ed ttsber hand, she burst into tear.. How
cmeijOthim! She had loved him so. She.
hadVfeecn so happy in thinking how noble
and trae h was, in trusting herself so glad-I- v

to him; and now he had spoiled it all by
this terrible letter; it was all spoiled. He
had let into the paradise of her happiness a
thousand creeping, crawling, biting, cling-ibgdou- bts

aMVLspiclpfg. Wiatcould itbhe had'wrmetfW tfifttaVerr' What'
sort of a tale had he told her, the telling of
whkt. o his afterthought had seemed so
perilous? ?She had a right to know it and
judge of.' Their happiness was as much
herioern as his. "'JJ f

Atlength she rose yixafcdjrakisg;th4ettr
went to the window, and holding it up to the
lisht with hard, hungry eyes tried to pierce
theSMMelope and. read at least a word r two

stMnWoOTe
and 'drew the curtains and, the room being
darkened, lit a gas-j- et and put the letter
close afainst the flame in the nope that the

. wo.
me in the Spring-time,- -, n rl t''With Die aofr, sweet Aprtl showers; . j-- ;Her breath was the breath of the woodland,

n!tAn4ber,U.pwaa.JUieu'wfth flowers. 4; !
-- Wi U""" '' f i,t !H'1 It.Herstepwasasonfi'inthesUeAce' i
-- '" - " ' ' " '"'Its melody rose and feU- rile dttnoed turmoil the" fragrant twill- - t

j u To tijt Uowqr we knew bo well ;) '.u;.s;. j

I'M (W&pfing- gliaeu on to the Jummw .,' .

'WitM the nineofits fervent darts, '

. ?Ajk1 tiiei uoeu-e- tHe fleeting? season ''''.:'! '

ivt , Waa too noon of oar beating hearts. - ; ;

1 'Bnt the Autumn came with Its shadows ' !

Moon was no longer hot; -
?ivAru,the frtat crept into our pulses, 'r. :

1((jJjauui,juraad Spring were not.- - !
j

And Love was alive with the Winter, 1 1' ;
i

But her beauty and grace had lied; ,

tue suowupf Murcti i lelt her. jr.
- With a cypress wreath at her,head . i f

--- .- Bart Lyman, in Barper' Magazine.''. i' -- '' :
.,i .tih ? THiT T.RTTRR

-- . 11

gaged' himself to .marry Grace Ilarrison.
, She was ten year younger thaune, which

according to hi theory was quite as it ought
. to be, f--r he bad always had a notion that be
- would like to be the 1iead of his ' household,
a and he had observed among his friends1 that
I, those who-- : bad-roam- ed ; ladies ' decidedly

tbeir juniors seemed: t: command a defer
ence irom their matesf jWbich husbands

" matched more equally in respect of , age did
.not secure without , considerable effort, if at'' all.' 'In these .leveling days, vhen a Jms- -
feabd oould'no longer count on the prestige

1M sx wbi'ch ' stood i his forefathers in such
ugodd stead, it' behooved him, according to
, 'rrt!l I,' to avail himself of such assistance
toward the maintenance of marital authority

j. a the principle of seniority, itself also some
what in decay, coufd lend. - . iS . ; ,

, ,1 would not convey the idea that any unr" romantic degree of common-sens- e, iad en
1 tered into f'arreli's engagement. . It had

been a real love-affai- r, and doubtless if the
- young lady had turned out to be some years
s older instead of younger than himself, he

would have had no difficulty in discovering
" soma theory equally-plausibl- for reconcil

. ing that fact with'.hi ideal of the marriage
-- relation,, . ... ;. --. .!From the lady's point of view, on the oth-- f

er hand , there re disadvantages as wo! i, as
advantages connected with marrying, a hus-
band decidedly maturer than herself. A' dis4
advantage is that he has probably sown mor
or less wild oats; ' an advantage is that ha
haM prob:d)ly feot done sowing them. Now

. i'arreii had never had a bad name for fast
living and had never deserved one, but thera
had been passages in his life which he would
have .btwri excassively panic-strick- en to have

"hadcoine to the knowledge of Grace.- - .Nor.
f would the panic have .been merely an un-- j
. wprthy cowardice. , He had uione with, his
past. He was About to begin with her anew
life. lie wanted to feel this new life separate:

.aucl ditftmct from the other. : To have had
any painful mutual consciousness between;
them, regarding the; past would have taken
away mucii of the inspiration for a new de-
parture in living wnich her unsuspecting,

.contidence gavo him ! ' ' v '

tTbe engagement had been a short one.' A
certain morning about a month preViou to
the time iixed for the wedding. Farrell sat

--writing :a letter to his ; betrothed for he
lived and did his work in a large city some
bnndredsr of miles from the New England

. -- village where she reside with her parent?.,
n - As he was finishing "his letter an.
Jerrand bny brought him in a note. ' He' tore
li'iopeny glanced it over quickly, and then

Ifrowningly read it again, as many asthree
times. Then, muttering between his teeth,

. It's the last time; any how," he wrote, a

.few word ou a piece of paper and foldinz it
up with the communication he had received
put tnehi together into an envelope.'' Then,i

hH letter to Grace in an envelope,'Suttin both tind went out to, the Post--,
office: "The office' was busy and crowded

;wtth"-tfotnin- and 'going people,' for ft Was
near fiine1 for closing the noon mails. Farrell

JthoK his wo letters from his. pocket, and
dropped one of them through the narrowslit
into the letter box. It was the one addrcssejd
to Mis Grace llatrisoh.' : ..... -- ,; ,

"" lie wai about to drop the. bthei; alter ft
Nfhen it struck him that it waa heavier than1
The. bad thought, and at the same moment he
recalled that tl.e letter to Grace as he drop-- ;
pfed it in had seemed rather light. He, felt

'"of ' the' letter in his hand more carefully ; he
raised it against the light, then quickly tore
it ooeh It. contained his letter to Grace.

, ,The ijnyelope. directed to Grace which he
,naa just aroppcu 11110 iue box containea me
other letter. Yes, by peering into the slit
.through .which he bad . dropped it he could
see it lying there. It had fallen face up. He' could see the direction. It .was vary plainly
written. He always took particular pains in
'writing to Grace to write very plainly, for
she had scolded him for his illegible hand.
It was very sure, confoundedly sure, to go
straight; to her. The stupidest clerk, the
blindest letter-carrie- r, could make no mis-- ;
tike about that. '

As he stood stupidly, peering through the
'ilit at the totter-lyin- at the bottom of the
box within, he was Jostled by a man with a
letter to drop.:" When the man had gone
away Farrell looked through the slit again,
andaw that his letter was partly covered
with the other. - 'As he observed this he was
again Jostled by a boy with a handful of he

boy looked sharply at him. It
- occurred to Farrell that the boy 'suspected
itrtm of wanting to rob the mail. Well, he
did. ThatRwas just what he wanted to do.
He wuldhave done it in a moment if, he
could haVe 'got his arm through that slit:

- He stood aside out of the rush of people
and leaned against the wall, trying to think

-- What-he should do. He holds still in his
hand the misdisected envelope containing
liia letter to Grace. Let us glance at the :',.

; -
. ,"'

Steward) ' Club,t- -! vr.t t - J -

iT;i"- - 'l? f ' '' ti n -
V'fH rcbmrau'hf cation, which hi had. In
tended for the steward of his club had then
gone to Qrace, ; Well, what of it?. , Doubt
less It was .a mere business communication
She would laugh,' and at once comprehend
ing the mistake would re-m- ail it to him with
some uierry couuuoxij. Anai wouia 09. au.

'. Yes. but bow then explain, the .chaarrin and
'eoiisternatf on with'. which Farrell recognized
"tne jnistuse, anu now account ior tne paui'
fuJ Agitation, which his face and manner be'

-- tray as be stands with his band to his, fore
;head debating desperate means for the ire
, covery, of the epistle?. a,. Evidently there is
gomcUitug.,we aon t Know about, nor. yet

.even jtruesJ,, eonueeted with that letter to the
Steward Young men sometimes have queer
atcretsana queer --counaants. ,; . ,. .. v

t , FarreU glanoes up at the clock. .The New
.'Emilund mail closes in ten minutes. What- -
- ever he does he must do quickly. Of course.!

Whv toadn't he thought, of H- - before? He
. must go.ito the Postmaster and tell.himuhis
fpsedteamenti. No-dou- he return
,.iim. the 'letter at once on its being pointed
IMIt-T4- Mt .fiqI-.fi- r ?.; !:ls t -- ,

.Farrell 'Was pointed a gentleman
eat with a stove-pip- e hat on the back of bis
head.wrfting at at desk. He did notiomttch

.as.iIeoK. up rrom . us won as arreii stood
l oves him, od the latter; recognizing .that it
.rffr ao4rmeror ceremony, Degan atonaa. t :

J I am rry te incon ve nience you,, but.the
.fact, is Vve just this moment made a rather

Awkward mistake in inclosing a letter to one
person -- In .an envelope directed to another,
and' should like to get the letter back, out of

'he Connecticut mail."
VVery sorrysir," said .the Postmaster

'. without looking up- - " Can't do anything
for you. Buch mistakes are constantly being
made. 'If --we undertook to rectify then
couldn't attend to anythingelse," T

f. "But ef," exclaimed --Farreil,- I am a
; respectable pwozu, There is my card.i ., ;

fcwhollv. msst jrive herself to him with en- -
Lthjniasaw or with an anguish of conflicting
lemoflos . w .
I ' Manvatimethe words trembled on her


